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Joshua Green, Hypocrite.

Pedestrians passing by the house in Thompson
street where Mr. and Mrs. Joshua Green are
domiciled, third floor, back, were attracted the
other day by a nolse that fell npon them at firat
as the bumping of a distant cart over the stony
street. As It came nearer, it seemed as If 4 num-
ber of men shod with heavy Doots were coming
downstalrs in a great hurry, but as it approached
still nearer it suggested to those who paused
4- listen the probability thit some herculean coal-
carrier had besn making an effort to mount the
top fiight of stalrs with half & ton of e2al on
his back, and, losing his balance, was then re-
turning, end over =nd, followed by his Joad in
close-ranked detachments. The next instant a
confused ksleldoscopic mass of striped stockings,
red calleo dress and blue shawl  came whirling
out of the open hall door, and as it stopped sud-
denly on the sidewalk the discovery was made
that it h2d been revolving arpind the twe hun-
dred and fifty pounds of Mrs. Green. Mrs, Green
gat on the flagging and, locking in a dazed sort
of way for a mument, exclaimed:

“Fo' de Iah sacks, Joshwa Green!™

She arosie, blinking, from the sldewalk Just as
Joshua Green himeelf came hurrying downstairs,
and, with anxious lock and agitated volee, in-
quired:

‘"Rosabelia, did you hu't you?™

Rosabelia gave him a withering look of scorn.

*Did T hu't me!"” she cried., “Ladles and gem-
man, fes’ heah’ dat! Did T hu't me! Heah dat
hippercrit niggah! W'at yuh gwan to do wiv a

boot, an' shows
woi] ob -yuh  he

yuh de way out ob de do' by de
d, an' chucks yuh hesls ober
wrflummix dows 2 par ob gla'rs, an' den
comes a'scootin’ down attah yuh hes? ke he's
bustin' ‘him heht wiv grief, an' goes fur to try to
mepk out dat yub slip up an' tumble bY yuh
ownsa’f, an' ax yuh, 'Raosgbélia, dld you hu't your
Dasg w'at dat hippervrit nlszah, Joshwa Green,
done gwan an’ do to me. ladiss an’ gemman!
Dags w'at he done gwan an’' do!"

& LABOR UNION.

“Wha-p-a-h, Ro-c-ogabe-g-e-lia Gre-e-e-n!" sald
Joshua, end the intonastfons of his volce showed
how deeply he felt hurt, “How in dis wide wul
kin yuh s=tan' an’ scarify yuh own husban' dat-
a-way, an’ de faddah of yuh ehillun, w'en he done
gwan an' mog" winch he pore ol’ back out ob Jint
grabbin’ fo" to koteh yuh, jes' uz yuh was makin®
de tu'n ob de fust flight? Roeabelia! Rosabelia
‘Green! I hiope to de graclous me yuh haint ben
tamperin’ some mo' wiv Hopeful Jackson's free-
cent gin!"

“Ladles an' gemman!' appealed Rosabelia to
the bystanders. *“Did yo' heah him! D4 yo'
heah dat onsanctified hippercorit niggah? Joshwa
Green.” demanded Rosabelia, fndignantly, “how's
1 gwan to tamper ®iv free-cent gin? Di'n yo' go
an’ snick de las’ free cents from de tin cup on de
manteltree an' play it on a gig? Yo' winch yuh
back! Mel’ yuh did, but ef yuh did, ynh winched
it tryin’ to ‘duce me to gib ynh free cents mo' by
Uftin" dat beef-Hver hoof of yo'n-ag’in me! Dass
de how yuh winched 1t! Look-a hesh, niggah!
Ef duh hain't no law ag’'in seteh *poerisy uz yo'n,
an' if Hildah Higging's preachin’' can't teck no
cluteh on yuh, dis heéah chicken's gwan to 'vest
all de fun's from nex’ week's washin® in a razzah!
Joshwa Green, yo' heah ma!"

Saying which, Rosabellan snapped her fingers
under Joshua's nose and went in, and Joshua dis-
appeared within Hopeful Jackson's. for such
chance ecomfort as he might ind there.

HD MOTT.
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my Mﬂﬁ% - at, ' heaven's name, why do you let your valet goaround  you don't
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VIL.

[FE read but children's books. be-
cause

[was

His Bible

In others he might run
On thoughtful thoughts.

An expurgated one.
|

WWAYFARER, stay| the air is mild,
Thess Summer days are long;

viIIL,
[NOW Ress McCann was hated by
Come rest upon this tank, my child, A man—you've known of such—
And listen to my song, Whose anecdotes ran never dry,
Which Ross he

loathed him

much

IX.
HE dares
to " fling ‘Oh;

fiel" at me;"

Was heard to say this man,

[ brook no fies from such as he,
"Il fix you, Ross McCann!'"

i
X. /
“THAT night two hireling brave .
il. S SIRh o

JFOR 1 in that dear farm?'-- McCan. s oCcipit,

Whose tre? <y, And hale him to some secret spot.

A bleeding corse, ail but.

Tabid they traveiler pause, and make e i

His briyy tears to flow.

hl.
4 lked you whin [ saw you first,
1 knew you'd prove my art.
And frankly, fri=nd, | meat to break
Your blooming little heart,

Iv.
FOR, were that heart of adarnant,
Or you or any man
Must melt—I tell it well, ' grant—
To hear on Ross McCann.

i
S0 pureja man | n-wer knew,
Of doubtlul talas so shy—
1 liks some doubtfu! tales, don't you?

LL but acorsel Thoss bravos had.
With insuffictent whack [had

" But stunned McCann. 'Twera better
His senses not come back.

« But Ross McCann sald “Flel™

X1,
H E wakes alone. He knows not
where,
Whiat horrors mock his brain)
He gives a shriek of wild despair
And swoons him once again:

XIH.

Would s.hufider o have seen.

. Vi X,
£¢j)H. fie! aaid he. when vulgar men
With boisterous merriment
Received some wayward jest, -and
then

He took his hat and went,

And brings his lute
thrums
An execrable song,

Whetrock is. He ia certalnly
BAW.

some distance to one side,

falthfully that by the time

[FOR. Iol his prison walls display —
Same red, some blue, some green—
Embroidered texts that Rabelais

AL ND now the ruthless jaller comes,,
With laughter loud and Jong,

- How It Happened.

the city, who was Inclined to be critical,
terribly cross-eyed that half-grown son of Farmer

- thé boy to stand perfectly still an’ keep his eyes
fixed on both of 'em while he went back to the
homse for his gun. The boy obeyed orders so

his eyes were twisted clear of their bias, an’
they've stayed that way ever since."

XV.

THE victim chokes, his muscles
twitch;
With laughter long and gay,
The jailer tells asstory which
He heard the otherday,

o

XVIil,
XV THE hectic cheek; the moving lips,
'} * " = s
$4[h, don't," sobhed Ross MeCas. The eagsr, trembling hands—
The brute P

Hinis all too sure of madness nigh—

Was heedless of his pain.  [beaut, His jaller understands.

Quoth he, ““Methinks that one's a
I'll tell it you again.” XIX,
HIS wrath was squeezed. 'Twas
plain fo 'see
~ "Twould yield no acid more;
But, ah! the Ross that he set fres

Was not the Ross of yore.,

XX,
HIS hair was white, his gait was

slow,
His timid glance about
Betrayed a nature crushed, and; oh!
" His sands must soon run out.

XXl1.

Too long that heart had bled.
And when the birds began to mate

His gentle spirit fled,

c Ay XX, s
 "THUS every morn hie would appear [{ENCEFORTH on angel wings
i he'll skim [rzach;

To wreak his vengeance fell.
He only ceased when it was clear
That nature must rebel.

Through. Heaven's unmsasured

Lets hope the saints whlo skim with
him ’

S PN hi Are guarded in their

PHIN.

to which he

HE—I am a self-made man,
SHE—Don't you think yon ought t,o_ have hal
“Great Scott!” excleimed the young man from help? |

00 Hong-the SpoFE G HAMAR s e

Too Mean To Hang.

Nb ane at Golden Flats suspected Jim Trusman
of being an over-particular man and willlng to
upset the routine of things until he killed Abner
Parks and had been sentenced to be hanged. He
probably didn't mean to kil Parks when he
hurled a rock at hirn, but death resulted, the jury
gald he was guilty, and Judge Watkins rose and
observed: '

“Jim, It's a hangin' ease. You've bin with us
& long time, and you've got heaps of friends In
camp, and we'll leave this mostly to you. When
d'ye want to hang?”

“On a full moon and at midnight,” replied Jim,
who seemed to have already lald out his pro-
gramme,

“Shoo! That's three weeks away, and yon can’t
ask us to turn out at midnight and fool around

. for an hour.'"

“But T do, And T want seven men to’ walk
ahead of me and sing a =ad song as we march.
Then I want to be hung in a white shirt.”

“How kin we do it, Jik, bein® as thar hain't one
within four hundred miles of us?"

“Dunng, but this wont be no serub hangin', T
also want some War's grense fur my ha'r, and I
want to be buried under that tree down whar the
Yuba. trail cuts in.”

“Bars grease! How we goin' to git 1t de-
manded the Judge. ""And d'ye think this erowd ia
goin’ ta Tug yer dead hody three miles to plant
§t? Jih, ve ain't playin" us fa'r. Why can't ye
take thi.ngs a8 they be?"

“Tt's miy hangin’, ain't it?" asked Jim.

*Of eourse.”

“T'm the deeply injured party, I reckon?”

“Yaas, that's so.”

“wall, then, T want things my wawy. I wani
the bar'l which will be kicked from under me to
be a whiskey par’l, T aln't goin® to step from no

In' Philadelphia.

“T understand you've
got a pretty good
berth 2"

“Grood birth) Why, my
dear fellow, my father !
was a Rittenhouse and
my mother was a Bid-
d]e-!.

pork bar'l Into eternity. And I want ye to send
back to Illinoy fur my brother-in-law. He allis
sald I'd heng, and T want him yere to see the
fun.' And I want to know how my griuve's to be
fixed up, and what's goin' to be sald o.a the head-
board."

, “Prigoner,” sald the Juodge, after 1'oking him
over, “‘ain’'t ye playin’ this crowd low down?"

“I'm a-playin’ my own hand,"” was { be retort.

“T'hig yere pase was left to the joor v, and the
joory brung ye in guilty, but as Jed; e of this
eourt I'm goln' to miks a change., Jim Trudman,
we wont hang ye."

“But I've rights.”

“Can't help It. The vardict is that y¢
and skip.”

*T refuse! It's my right to be hung, ~nd I'I
stand on my rights!"”

“No uds, Jim; ye've got to go! This yere camp
o' Golden Flats hangs a man fur fun and not
fur hard work, It does it to obleege, and not out
o' rights In the case. T thought I knowed wye
before, . but I didn't. Ye ar’ a blamed mean and
over-pertickler kuss, and this crowd kin be jest
as mulish as ye ar’, The hangin' is off, and If ve
don't leave camp within two hours we'll roll ye
down hill in a barl!" i

Jim growled and kicked and quoted law, but
the boys were firm, and at sundown Golden Mats
knew him no more.

Not 8o Bad fAs He Thought.

“I have only one thing against that dude of
yours,” sald Mr. Gruffpop, “And that ls thoge
light, polated-toed shoes of his."

“Is that all?" askefd his danglter, with a sigh
of rellef. "I was afrald it might be those heavy,
square-toed boots of you's.'

pack up

“How:

the worst case I ever

He looks as if one eye was gazing regret-
fully back at last Fourth of July, while the other
was looking anxiously forward to next Christmas.
‘What an unfortunate thing to have been born so!”

“Oh, he wasn't born that way,'" replled Farmer
Hornbeak. “One time, when the boy was about
nine years old, his father tock him out in the
woods, an’ they gsaw a big gray squirrel up in a
tree an' & chipmunk friskin' around on the ground

The old man told

his father got back

next year?

sleep anywhere,

It Didp't Matter.
MRS, BENHAM—Where shall we sit in church

BENHAM—I don't care; I'm getting so T ecan

pretty good ball
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Not Good ‘Poitcy.

M'KINLEY—I see the Clevelands are playing

HANNA—-You mustn't talk itke that: you'll lose
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